64                           THE    UNKNOWN                     ACT

MRS. WHARTON: [In alarm.} Georgef
JOHN^ Simultaneously^ Father!

[MRS.   WHARTON,   JOHN,   and the  DOCTOR   fe//

towards him.

DR. MACFARLANE: What's the matter?
MRS, WHARTON: George, are you in pain?
COLONEL WHARTON: Awful!

DR. MACFARLANE: You'd better lie down on the sofa.
COLONEL WHARTON: No, I'd rather go upstairs.
DR. MACFARLANE: Don't crowd round him.
COLONEL WHARTON: I feel as if I were going to die.
DR. MACFARLANE: Do you think you can manage to wal]
COLONEL WHARTON: Yes. Help me, Evelyn.
JOHN: Put your arm round my neck, father.
COLONEL WHARTON: No, it's all right. I can manage.
DR. MACFARLANE: We'll get you upstairs and put you 1

bed.

MRS. WHARTON: Come, darling, put all your weight on m
DR. MACFARLANE: That's right.  You needn't come, Job
You'll only be in the way.

[MRS. WHARTON and the DOCTOR help the COLONI
out of the room.

MRS. POOLE: We'd better go, Norman. [To JOHN.] I hof
it's nothing very serious.

JOHN: I'm sure I hope not.

MRS. POOLE: Please don't bear us a grudge for any of tt
things Norman or I have said to you to-day. You kno^
I saw the letter your Colonel wrote to Mrs. Wharto
when you were wounded, and I know how splendi
you've been.

JOHN: Oh, nonsense!

VICAR: I'm afraid you may have to go through a good da
of distress in the near future. If you should change you